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HERE was once a Polite Conductor on the Broadway 
line of Horse Cars, and he got into the Bad Habit of 
stopping whenever anybody wanted to get off. The careful 
Superintendent heard of it but paid no attention for a 
while. But then the Conductor got Bolder, and would say 
“Thank You” whenever anyone gave him the fare. This 
was more than the careful Superintendent could Stand, and 
so next morning the Polite Conductor was Fired. He was 
somewhat Surprised at this, and asked the careful Superin- 
tendent About it, and got this wise reply: ‘“ My friend, when 
you said ‘ Thank You,’ it meant either that you were trying 
to show Respect for the Public, or that you were Collaring 
the Fare. In either Case you ought to be Fired. 
Moral: Politeness does not sometimes Pay. 


* * * 


N\ N ancient Corean law gives a married man the right to 
make his mother-in-law do the cooking. And yet 
we say the Coreans are uncivilized. 


* * * 


T has come at last as we feared it would. The Sz has 
swung out for St. John. 

Really Mr. Dana, you should come out for Mrs. Belva 

Lockwood if your paper indulges in a dona fide shine for all. 


* * * 


R. CYANIDE WHIFFLES was absent from the meet- 

ing of the Thompson Street Poker Club on Saturday 
evening, and as he was known to have received the money 
due him on a contract involving a week’s labor with kalso- 
mine, it was feared that either he had been decoyed into see- 
ing some Alderman about the Broadway franchise or had 
been otherwise foully dealt with. A relief expedition was 
therefore organized, headed by Mr. TOOTER WILLIAMS, to 
go in search of him, and the Rev. Mr. THANKFUL SMITH 
who still had hopes of Mr. WHIFFLES being steered against 
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the game, contributed funds sufficient to transport the expedi- 
tion to the central portion of Sixth avenue, where Mr. WHIF- 
FLES had last been seen. At ten o’clock Mr. WILLIAMS 
sighted Mr. WHIFFLES standing dejectedly in a doorway, 
while a few steps away stood Miss MELISSA BROWN, who 
was coaxing him to escort her home. Mr. WILLIAMS gal- 
lantly joined his plea to that of the lady, at the same time 
winking at Mr. WHIFFLES to let him know of the lay-out 
down town. But Mr. WHIFFLES was obdurate. 

“ Gwuffum heah,” he said to the old lady; “I doan’ want 
nuffin’ ter do wif yo’ no mo’.” 

Miss MELISSA shed tears. 

“Take de lady home and jine in de nex’ jacker,” urged Mr. 
WILLIAMS. 

“No, sah. I ain’t gwine ter take her home no mo’,” said 
Mr. WHIFFLES. 

“Whad’s de madder, Cy ?” asked Professor BRICK, who 
accompanied the expedition as a scientist. “ Ain’t you god 
no ’sideration fer de secks ?” 

“ Naw, I hain’t,” said Mr. WHIFFLES. 

Miss MELISSA was now enjoying a real good cry. 

“De cause—de cause ?” asked Mr. WILLIAMS, who was 
affected by the lady’s grief. 

“De cause?” iterated Mr. WHIFFLES. “Wy dis yar 
yeller gal kem out dis evenin’ fer a preamble up de aveyou, 
an’ bimeby I arst her ter come in an’ have a sangwidge ’n 
some cream. ’N she went, ’n we sot down, ’n in er minnit, 
“«'Scuse me,’ sez she, ‘ jess—jess a minnit,’ ’n I said I would, 
knowin’ she was a lady, ’n whad does she do but ups and 
goes ter de do’, ’n calls in three mo’ buck mokes, ’n sots ’em 
down ter sangwidges ’n deer ’n cream, ’n de bill was mo’n fo’ 
dollars. Mo, sah; I doan’ mine goin’ ter de club ’n knockin’ 
de tar outen Preach SMITH in de nex’ jacker, but I doan’ 
’scort no sech wuffless niggah ’traction as dat /” 

Mr. WILLIAMS felt that the case was beyond him. 


* * * 


6 HE novel Called Back,” says a competent authority, 

‘“‘was originally sold to its English publishers for 
anominal sum. The sale was so great that the publishers 
voluntarily entered into a new arrangement with the author, 
and they agreed to pay him a royalty by which he was 
enabled to share in the prosperity of his novellette.” 

Mr. Conway’s experience would have been almost the same 
on this side of the water—that is, if he agreed with the pub- 
lishers on a royalty, and the book had been a great success, 
he might have got the nominalsum. English publishers have 
evidently something to learn. 
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1» Hill ! 
Vn 


WISER THAN WE SEEM. 


Miss W. (from Boston): Wu8Y, ELLA, HOW DELIGHTFUL! HERE IS A COMPLETE SET OF MOLIERE. 


Ella: MOLLY EYRE? 
Miss W.: YES. I NEVER SUPPOSED YOU CARED 
Ella: INDEED I DO, I JUST DOTE ON HER! 





VICE-VERSA. 


"VE always had an enemy or two about the town 
With whom I frequently exchanged a most ferocious 

frown ; 

The little village children who worried me with noise, 

I’ve scolded them occasionally, girls as well as boys; 

I've stoned the dogs, and caned the cats for nearly twenty 
years, 

Evoking language feminine, too fierce for gentle ears ; 

I’ve been a brute in many ways, with conscience down to 


FOR THAT SORT OF READING. 





I only say I 've reached the day when good reform begins. 
I’m friendly with mine ancient foes and every little child, 
The dogs and cats I fondle, and address in language mild, 
I’ve touched the shore, propitious, where morals make a 
start ; 
I ’ve found the long-lost conscience, and lost the cruel heart, 
Which flutters just at present like any bird that ’s caged,— 
In short, I’ve just begun to live,—I ’m what is called “ En- 
gaged.” 





THE heated term—Go to blazes ! 





nil, 
A barbarous, irascible old —— call me what you will ! 
I make no vain excuses to mitigate my sins ; 





MEM. FOR THE LEGAL QUIDNUNC—Is it lawful for a 
blind man to sue on a bill made payable at sight ? 
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BOOMLETS. 


RS. BELVA LOCKWOOD, with her sweet little 
Presidential boom, sails in singing ‘‘ We are Seven.” 
* * * 


LAINE’S record in the past is unprecedented and Blaine 
himself will probably remain un-Presidented the rest 
of his natural life. 
* * * 


ITH Governor Bunn, of Idaho and Governor Rusk, of 
Wisconsin, the Amalgamated Bakers ought to be 
able to put a ticket in the field. 


* * * 
A MEDAL bearing the profile of Gen. Butler has just 
been disseminated. 
It is, most appropriately, made of brass. 
* . * 


HAT an appropriate name was that of the New Haven 
clergyman who last Sunday delivered a stump 
speech for Blaine in lieu of the usual sermon ! 

The Rev. Bray! 

* * * 

R. BLAINE has been greatly honored. He assisted 

at the last anniversary of the Republican party’s birth, 

and unless our Fall Presidential Predictor is more than us- 

ually mendacious he will be chief mourner at the funeral of 

the G. O. P. next November. 

* * * 

YOUNG Russian Nihilist named Boleslausmahamkie- 

wicz has been arrested for throwing a dynamite bomb. 

He would have escaped but for the virulence of his name, 
which was all well enough to sit down and chat with, but as 
a running mate became too much for him. 

* * * 
HE latest campaign truism concerning Cleveland is that 
he “ whistled before he got out of the woods.” 

It is to be hoped that Mr. Cleveland will come out with a 
flat-footed denial of this slander or else withdraw in favor of 
Mr. Flower, who is said to be just dying to bloom. 

* * * 
ALLAPOOSA: (1) No, the water tastes just the same 
although Chandler had several cases of the fluid to 
which you refer on board. (2) No, the sinking fund is not 
used to raise swamped portions of the navy, and (3) your 
joke contrasting sinking funds with Raising Funds in the ab- 
sense of sufficient stamps has been allowed to flutter into the 

realms of wickerd-ness. 
* * * 


N unforeseen occurrence compells us to recede from our 
position in regard to Mr. Hendricks. 

It has been discovered that the Democratic candidate for 
the Vice-Presidency plays the accordeon, and for the protection 
of our homes we must oppose the selection of any such fiend 
in human form. 

Mr. Hendricks should withdraw at once. 











y, 
A RELIEF FROM LITERARY CLINICS. 


ROM those literary “clinics ” which have of recent years 
masqueraded as psychological novels, from artistic 
tailoring and dress-making which have filled the pages 
of “ society stories,” from clumsy imitations of French fanta- 
sies where the American imagination soars with wings of wax 
—from all these commercial commodities the wearied reader 
of fiction will turn with satisfying pleasure to Charles Egbert 
Craddock’s first novel, “ Wherethe Battle was Fought.” His 
remarkable short stories in the A¢/antzc, afterwards collected 
under the title, “‘ In the Tennessee Mountains,” gave promise 
of powers which find fuller expression in this novel. 





Wx * * 


<¢ TT is said that a certain old battlefield in Tennessee is 

haunted in these peaceful times ”—then this literary 
artist paints in a wonderful background for his story a gray, 
desolate plain stretching out on every side to meet the sky ; 
low thickets here and there, with long rows of soldiers’ 
empty graves beneath the branches; the grim parapets of 
Fort Despair; deserted rifle pits, and a great dismantled brick 
house, rising stark above the plain. Then there are wonder- 
ful effects of clouds and sunshine, moonlight and mist. And 
all the while you seem to hear about you the roll of drums, 
the tread of armies, the clash of steel. You are never uncon- 
scious of this sombre background. It is a part of the hopes, 
the sorrows and the passions of the characters who are mov- 
ing about the dreary plain, living and loving. 

+ * * 


ITH all the air of romance in the book, how real these 
people who live and love! General Vayne—the im- 
pulsive Confederate Brigadier, a Southern gentleman of the old 
school living amid the wreck of his hopes, courteous, kindly, 
indiscreet—you will be more forgiving of Bourbonism for hav- 
ing known this representative of the Lost Cause. And Marcia, 
his daughter—the flower of Southern aristocracy in genteel 
poverty, with love in her eyes and deep passion in her heart— 
who would not love her in this icy North? Even the villains 
of the book are men who act from natural and plausible 
motives. 
* * * 
HERE is a story told, a mystery unfolded ; the unex- 
pected happens, and the curtain falls on love requited. 
What more can you ask, gentle reader—you who have been 
hungry for a story of the heart, and have been fed with the 
husks of cynicism ? 
i 2 * * 
OTES.—Mrs. Craik’s (Miss Mulock’s) last novel is an 
idyllic love story in which the hero and heroine are 
old. Major Gordon is an unmistakable reflection of Col. 
Newcombe. The story is called “ Miss Tommy.” 
DROCH. 
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WHEN COURAGE GOES A BEGGING. 
Murphy : PHAT’S THIS COMIN’ DOON THE STHREET? 


Reilly ;: BEDAD IT’S ME UNCLE MOIKE. 


SHPALPEENS! 


Murphy : HOW LONG HAS HE BEEN IN THE COONTHRY? 
Reilly ; HE'S JiST AFTHER LANDIN’ LASHT CHOOSDY! 





HE’S WURKIN TER GIT 
A PENSION AS A MIXICAN VETHERAN AV THE WAR AV EIGHTEEN 
HOONDRED AN’ TWILVE, AND THEY WON’T GIVE IT HIM. 


A PRECEDENT FOR MR. BLAINE. 


ANY of Mr. Blaine’s friends and admirers 

will be gratified to learn that his conduct 

toward the Little Rock road is not entirely with- 

out precedent, but that in the early history of 

our country another dashing, magnetic, individual 

resolved that he too would be no dead-head in a 

certain enterprise in which he was interested, 

using his official position to advance his private 

interests in the same perfectly legitimate manner 
as has the present leader of the G. O. P. 

When put in command at Philadelphia, during 
the war of the revolution a major-general in 
Washington’s army, of whom much has been 
heard since, executed the following contract with 
two private citizens. 











‘* Whereas, by purchasing goods and necessaries 
for the use of the public, sundry articles not wanted 
for that purpose may be obtained: It is agreed 
by the subscribers that all such goods and mer- 
chandise which are, or may be bought by the Clothier 
General or persons appointed by him, shall be sold 
for the joint equal benefit of the subscribers, and 
be purchased at their risk, Witness our hands on 
this 22d day of June, 1778. 

‘* BENEDICT ARNOLD.” 

This name will never be forgotten by the 
American people. 

Perhaps a like immortality awaits Mr. Blaine. 
Who can tell ? Vig 














‘Too thin—the “ living skeleton.” 





THE skis cane . 
FEv d’artifice—imitation sealskin. 





A CROW-BAR—Muzzling the rooster. 








STREET-CAR ETIQUETTE. 
VERYBODY rides in the street cars, and everybody 
should understand the etiquette to be observed in so 
doing. A few hints may prove useful to our readers. In the 
first place, when you wish to enter you should take your place 
on the curb nearest the approaching car, and as soon as the 
driver is visible commence shaking your hand, or cane, or 
umbrella vigorously at him, and if he does not stop (as he 
will not, until he reaches the other coping) run after the car, 
vociferously calling to the conductor to stop, and if it is 
muddy throw in a few expressive adjectives so that the stupid 
conductor and driver and passengers may know—that you 
are a gentleman. Upon entering the car you should be sure 
to have your umbrella under your arm, so that in turning you 
may draw the end of it across the faces of your fellow pass- 
engers. Then take a seat; or, if all taken, astrap. If for- 
tunate enough to get a seat, promptly cross your legs—cross 
one leg anyway—so that at least one muddy boot may fresco 
the nether garments of those who pass you. You don’t 





know how passengers enjoy having you polish your boots on 


their clothing. Drop both legs at once if possible. This is, 


however, a feat accomplished successfully by few. It is 
said that Mr. Wm. M. Evarts and S. J. Tilden have it down 
fine. They seldom ride in the cars, though. If you succeed 
in this, you will bring both boots into play at the same time. 
If not, cross anyway, first one leg and then the other, so that both 
boots may look alike when you get out. If you are seated, 
and all the seats are taken, and an old woman enters the car, 
look the other way; if a good-looking young lady enters, 
jump up at once, take her gently by the arm and insist on her 
taking your seat. When the seat next you is vacated, spread 
out, and so on as each adjoining seat is left, spread out, until 
you cover all the room possible. Then contract slowly and 
reluctantly as others enter. Ladies understand this perfectly 
without instructions. We have known three ladies to cover 
one whole side of a car. When you go out, if you stumble 
over some half dozen or more feet belonging to cross-legged 
men, don’t use language unbecoming a gentleman, but just 
remember that if there is one thing a gentleman always does 
in a car, it is to sit cross-legged. 
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MIRAGE. 


A” alien wind that blew and blew 
Over the fields where the ripe grain grew, 


Sending ripples of shine and shade 
That crept and crouched at her feet and played. 


The sea-like summer washed the moss 
Till the sun-drenched lilies hung like floss, 


Draping the throne of green and gold 
That throned her there like a queen of old. 


Was it the hum of a bumble bee, 
Or the long-hushed bugle eerily 


Winding a call to the daring prince 
Lost in the wood long ages since? 


A dim old wood, with a palace rare 
Hidden away in its depths somewhere. 


Was it the princess, tranced in sleep, 
Awaiting her lover’s touch to leap 


Into the arms that bent above— 
To thaw his heart with the breath of love, 


And cloy his lips, through her waking tears, 
With the dead-ripe kiss of a hundred years ? 


An alien wind that blew and blew— . 
I had blurred my eyes as the artists do, 


Coaxing life to a half-sketched face, 
Or dreaming bloom for a grassy place. 


The bee droned on in an undertone, 
And a shadow-bird trailed all alone 


Across the wheat, while a liquid cry 
Dripped from above as it went by. 


What to her was the flash and whirr 
Of the quail’s quick wing, or the chipmunk’s chirr ? 


What to her was the shade that slid 
Over the hill where the reapers hid? 


And what the hunter, with one foot raised, 
As he turned to go, yet, pausing, gazed ? 


JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY. 





GRAMMATICAL COMPARISON. 


First Club Man; “ Well,’pon my soul, I never knew a 
flatter man than Grinelandster.” 

Second Club Man: “Excuse me, Bob, but all the world 
knows you ’re a flatterer.” 





Mr. MURAT HALSTEAD’S £x¢ra certainly does resemble 
the Pett Fourna/ of Paris in one particular, at least. It is 
full of broken English. 





A TENNIS COURTING. 


HARLEY SEVERN and myself were 
staying together at the old Edge- 
moor Hotel, and while he took his vaca- 
tion, I came up to town every day. 
Edgemoor is a pretty place—the roads 
are excellent, too, and Charley used to 
take long walks every day in order to see 
the scenery. I found out later that “the 
scenery” was Miss Carrie Macgruder, who 
lived out on the Woodstock road. 

When he had known her for about two 
weeks he was sure that he was in love with 
her, but as to what her feelings were towards 
him, he could not tell. He had never had 
achance to speak to her alone. Old Mrs. Macgruder thought 





| he was very wealthy and was pleased with his attentions to 


Carrie, but she never left them together for two seconds. If 
they went out into the garden, she came out after them ; if they 
wandered down tothe brook, she tagged along, too, and if 
they went out on the porch to sit on the steps in the moon- 
light, she plumped herself down in the middle between them. 
In fact, she was a/ways within sight and hearing. 

After bearing this patiently for some time, and trying in- 
effectually to shake her off, Charley had at last hit upon some- 
thing that he was sure she could not join them in—and that 
was lawn-tennis. One morning when I came into town, I 
sent him by express a regulation net, racquets and balls, and 
the next day I learned that he had marked out his court on the 
old croquet ground, beyond the tall arbor-vite hedge. He 
had taught Carrie how to “serve” and “return ” and the old 
lady, after hearing the game explained in detail and watching 
them play their first set, had appeared entirely satisfied and 
had retired to the house. Charley was jubilant. 

On the following Friday I arrived at Edgemoor again, and 
the hotel clerks informed me that Mr. Severn had been gone 
all day, so I strolled down to the Macgruders, where I was 
certain I should find him. The front of the house was de- 
serted, so I walked around to the side door. On the porch a 
black kitten lay curled up asleep and as I stopped to give its 
tail an affectionate twist, I heard, within, the voice of old Mrs. 
Macgruder, addressing the hired girl. 

“ Sairey,” said she, “I’m that relieved I do n’t know what 
to do. Instead o’ moon shinin’ ’round, an’ walkin’ all over 
the hull country, they ’ve got that there long tenners as they 
play with a net atween ‘em, an’ whilst I hears ’em hollowin’ 
‘Are you ready?’ an’ ‘ Play!’ 1 know they ’re a-playin’, on 
each side o’ the net, an’ i can lay down in the sittin’-room 
an’ be comf’t’ble.” 

“ Thirty—fifteen !” was just then wafted over the hedge. 

“ There, now, listen to that,” said the old lady in a tone of 
satisfaction. 

Having discovered their whereabouts, I walked up to the 
leafy barrier and looked over. In front of me was the tennis 
court with the net in place and some racquets lying on the 
ground ; but where were they? As I could still hear Charley 
calling out the score I went through the gate and looked be- 
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hind the clump of lilacs. There, on a garden seat they sat, | 
he with his arm securely around Carrie’s waist, and every | 
now, and then during his evidently interesting conversation he | 
would shout out—“ Fault!” or “Play!” “Forty—thirty!” | 


“Deuce!” etc., and then keep on talking just as if he had 
never interrupted himself. 


ssh As 





DEUCE! 


“ What in the world does this mean ?” I asked. 

They both started. Carrie blushed violently, and Charley 
got up and came towards me. ‘ 

“You see,” he explained, “ of course we got tired of play- 
ing—FORTY—FIFTEEN—after a while, and so we—FORTY 
—THIRTY—hit on this expedient of eluding the—GAME !—old 
lady. She hears me call score, and soshe—ARE YOU READY? 
—thinks we are playing and goes on with her knitting. If I 
should stop—PLAY !—yelling for one minute, you’d see her 
head pop over that—’FTEEN ALL !—hedge.” 

This kind of thing went on for several days. One evening 
we were both taking tea at the Macgruders’ and Charley was 
very much preoccupied and nervous. Every time that Mrs. 


Macgruder would address a remark to him he would absent- | 


mindedly murmur, “ Thirty all!” or something of that sort, 
by way of reply, and finally he became decidedly noisy. I 
tried to remonstrate with him, but he only become more per- 


sistent in his repetition of the score. Carrie suggested that | 


another cup of tea would soothe him. 

“How many lumps of sugar ?” she asked. 

“ Forty—tove !”’ shouted Charley. 

“You 're entirely too familiar with my daughter, Mr. Sev- 
ern,” said the old lady, severely, “ An’ you need n’t talk so 
loud.” 

“ Are you ready ?” Charley called out, mechanically. 

“Ready for what?” asked Mrs. Macgruder, sharply. “I 


ain't a-goin’ anywhere! Ef I don’t belong in my own house, |/ 


where do I belong ?” 
“‘ Outside /”’ interjected Charley. 
“Ef you can’t control yourself, I'll go to the—” 
“ Deuce /” he roared. 


The old lady left the table and retired to the sitting-room. 
Carrie was in tears by this time. 

“T’ve been afraid of it all day,” she sobbed; “ Charley’s 
been shouting the score so much for the last few days that he 
can’t seem to get it out of his head. Oh, can’t you make 
| him stop? Please try.” 

But still he kept on. I took him to the hotel and put him 
to bed. However, he continued to call score pretty much all 
night, and when morning came I sent for a physician. To 
every question put to him by the doctor he replied, in a semi- 
yell: “ Thirty—all!” “ Vantage!” or “ Fault !” 

A few days of absolute rest, coupled with Carrie’s careful 
nursing, brought him around all right, and the old lady by 
that time had forgiven his insulting behavior at the supper- 
table. Moreover, she even gave her consent when he spoke 
to her about her daughter. 

* * + * * * * 


“Sairey,” said Mrs. Macgruder, thoughtfully, as they sat 
alone in the old house one autumn evening, “I begin to 
b'lieve that I didn’t never guzte understand the rules of that 
long tenners. My sakes! but it’s a wonderful game, Sairey, 
it’s a wonderful game!” 

CARLSBAD. 





A PHANTOM SHIP—Courtship. 





As A matter of fact, anybody has a right to complain of 
coffee when he finds grounds for it in his cup. 





IT is sad to notice that Jimmy is the constant companion of 
burglars. [No reflection upon the Republican Presidential 
Candidate is here intended. | 








x A SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING. 


| N old lady stood on the corner of the Bowery and Great 
| Jones street one wet day last week and waved her 
| umbrella at a Fourth Avenue car which had just passed. The 
| red-headed conductor pulled the bell and stopped half way 
| down the block. 
| He waved his arm to the old lady to hurry up, but she 
| picked her way very slowly and carefully among the puddles. 
| Reaching the side of the car she halted and asked: 
| Is this a Third Avenue car?” 
“No!” shouted the angry conductor, giving the bell rope a 
| jerk. 

The car started ahead, and the old lady pursued it, again 
waving her umbrella. 

The conductor again pulled his bell and waited for her. 

As she came up panting, he said : 

“This is not a Third Avenue car. This is a Fourth 
| Avenue car.” 
| The old lady climbed on the car and said : 
(( “Ididn’t say it was a Third Avenue car. I want to go 
s Fourth Avenue. You should n’t be so hasty, young man.” 

A procession of three Fourth Avenue cars then filed up 
the avenue. 


W. R. BENJAMIN. 
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A FRAGMENT. 


CENE I.—Tailor shop. Two gentlemen looking at pat- 
terns. 

Mr. Brooks: Well, Mr. Grandige, we will each of us 
order a suit. But we have made a little bet, and the loser 
will pay for both suits, when the: bet is decided. Do you 
agree ? 

Grandige (rubbing his hands): Certainly, sir: as you 
please, sir. 


CENE IIl.—(Lafse of ten years, during which Granda- 
ige has sent bills and awatted payment for the long 
wornout suzts. Scene—Same shop and dramatzs persone. 

Grandige: 1 beg your pardon, Mr. Brooks, but that 
little matter of the suits of clothes which you and Mr. 
Mufflin ordered ten years ago has not been settled yet. 

Mr. Brooks: Of course not; the bet has not yet been 
decided. 

Grandige: But would you mind telling me, sir, what 
was the bet ? 

Mr. B: Certainly not; I wonder that you have not 
asked before. You see, Mr. Mufflin wagered that when 
Bunker Hill Monument was blown over it would fall to 
the north, and I bet that it would. fall to the south! 





END OF THE ARGUMENT—“ Bet ye ’taint so.” 

















Elevator boy calling the floors: “SEVENTH.” 

Suspiciously jolly old party returning from the club: 
WHAT! ONLY SEVENTH STREET! GAD! CONDUCTOR 
I’M FOR THE FORTY (HIC) SECOND STREET DEPOT. 
YOU ’LL HAVE TO (HIC) HURRY UP THE DRIVER OR I’LL 
(HIC) MISH LAS’ TRAIN SURE, 
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SEPTEMBER SAUNTERINGS. 





QUEBEC. 


ARRIVED in Quebec last evening after being detained 
in quarantine for four hours. I was examined by the 
doctors for.traces of the Cashier Microbe which has become so 
valuable in the United States that that country has established 
stations all along the border to prevent its exodence. It was 
there that my chronic condition of suspended payment served 
me in good stead, for had the slightest traces of a gold vein 
been found upon my person, I should now be languishing in 
the narrow confines of a Maine jail instead of being the envy 
of all the New York detectives in town. I found upon my ar- 
rival that the only thing to make my social success complete 
was an ex-connection with some rich American banking in- 
stitution, and I registered myself at the St. Louis Hotel as 
“Cholmondeley Harcourt, ex-President of the Catterwaul 
Street Savings Institution, New York.” The mere fact that 
I had no baggage convinced those about me that I must be 
an ex-somebody and my accidental arrest by the Great Lord 
High Constable simply enthused the town over my arrival. 

I find a great many well known New Yorkers here, among 
others being Mr. Keno, Hon. A. S. Warner of Albion, Mr. 
Dickinson and several others. Col. Hodge whose transac- 
tions with the Off-uns Bank resulted so profitably is unavoid- 
ably called back to New York to-morrow morning owing to a 
slight infringement upon the Extradition Laws. It seems 
that the Colonel inadvertently brought a dime in U. S. cur- 
rency into Canada, and not being able to satisfactorily prove 
his title to it has fallen into the toils. 

He will be tendered a farewell Bank-wet this evening by 
Mr. Keno, at his handsome new residence at Tayke-Watchu- 
can, Montmorenci. 

Quebec society is rapidly becoming Americanized by this 
extraordinary influx of New Yorkers and others. The Na- 
tional Game of Base-ball has been introduced with great 
effect. Some parts of the game have been changed to suit 
the climate but the salient features remain the same. There 
are no home runs in the new game. The pitcher’s place is 
taken by the Paying teller and the Catcher has been changed 
to Cashier. They all manage to get their innings, however, 
as in the old game and it is a really charming sight to see 
the former lines of caste between Presidents and those in 
subordinate positions sunk by that “fellow stealing which 
makes the whole world a skin.” 

The whole country is excited over a painful accident to 
young Egbert Von Brain who has been living on the in- 
come of his two-million dollars realized on bogus govern- 
ment contracts last Fall. Strenuous efforts were made by 
a grateful country to have him return to his native land and 
offers were made to safely guard his person for several de- 
cades if he would only come back to the United States, but 
the charms of Canadian society were too much for him and 
he made up his mind to remain. 

Von Brain played in a game of base-ball last week with a 
visiting team from upper New York, the grounds being on 
the border. With singular carelessness while making a 
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three base run the young man incautiously stepped into the | 


United States, and much to his surprise has beef detained 
there ever since. At last accounts he will not return for 
several years as he has met his old friend Ferdinand Ward, 
with whom he will spend a greater part of his enforced 
leisure. 

Meanwhile Canada is disconsolate. 

[It has just been discovered that I am an honest man. 
One of those confounded New York detectives gave me away 
by causing my arrest and I have received notice to leave 
town inside of twenty-four hours as men of my character 
cannot be tolerated here. ] 


Such is LIFE. 
CHOLMONDELEY HARCOURT. 





A RUNNING mate—An eloping wife. 





PAYING the Piper—Standing the Champagne. 





CHARITY A LA BARNUM—Giving everybody a show. 





A SUPPOSITIOUS CASE—The prima donna’s jewel casket. 





IT is now believed that the Brooklyn Assistant Postmaster 
has gone for good. His own, probably. 





Is N’T it a little odd that the “ best man” at a wedding is 
always somebody other than the groom? And may not this 
be the reason why so many marriages turn out badly ? 





PERSONAL INFERENCE—Miss Jean Ingelow is now a large, 
comfortable, round-headed woman.—/W. Y. 7rzbune. 

Probably ; but will the 77zdune be kind enough to specify 
at what particular period of her existence Miss Ingelow was 
a small, uncomfortable, square-headed person? Personal 
matters of such pith and moment as the one above cited, 
should have the merit of exactitude as well as novelty. 











CALLED BACK. 


HAVE many wishes regarding “ Called Back,” now run- 
ning at the Fifth Avenue Theatre. 

I wish it were not a melo-drama. It seems to me a play— 
a sensible, solid play—could have been wrought of the mater- 
ial abounding in Mr. Conway's interesting book, without the 
introduction of Siberian snow storms, stilettoes, Italian hair 
oil, and rubbish. 

I wish it were not so talky. It seems impossible for two 
characters in this remarkable production to come together 
without drifting into an interminable dissertation about mat- 
ters in general and nothing in particular, and the only action 
appealing meanwhile to the eye is their occasional change 
from chair to sofa, or vice versa. In the first scene Miss 
Burroughs and Mr. Kelcey have a comfortable chat of fifteen 
minutes, which ends with the audience as wise as it was be- 
fore the curtain rose. 

I wish Miss Millward would remember that Miss Ellen 
Terry has a patent giving 4er the exclusive right to use her 
right arm as a pump handle, gesticulate altogether in jerks, and 
emphasize everything by laying the forefinger on the lower 
lip. Also, I wish that the remembrance of Miss Millward’s 
first entrance were not nearly so much like a house afire. 

I wish Mr. Ferguson had not studied his make-up in a 
Third Avenue barber shop. He does some very clever act- 
ing in the third act, but one expects to hear him cry “ next !” 
every time he enters. 

I wish Mr. Kenyon would relieve the ghastly brilliancy of 
that smile. It is too much like an advertisement for tooth- 
powder, and not at all effective. Or I would suggest that he 
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smile only behind the scenes, and at appropriate moments, 
and save the gas man the trouble of working the calcium. I 
wish furthermore that said gas mam would keep down his 
lights in Act 1st, Scene 2d, until those chairs and the table 
are in position. To see furniture meandering around without 
visible aid is interesting at a fifty cent spiritual séance, but 
does not add to the strength of a play. 

I wish the play afforded Mr. Mantell more scope. He has 
the curtain in the first act, and that is about all. From the 
time his eyesight is restored until the end of the play, his mis- 
sion is to hold other actors and enable them to die or faint in 
graceful positions. Perhaps Mr. Mantell’s physique im- 
pressed the managers with the idea that it would be too bad 
for him to have any “fat.” He certainly gets none, at least 
after the first curtain. In Act 2d Miss Millward’s insanity 
entitles her to nearly all of that nutritive commodity; in Act 
3d the villain steals what little there is; in Act 4th Mantell 
finds it impossible to refuse it to the dying Ceneri—acted ad- 
mirably by Mr. Flockton, by the way—and in the last act the 
“fat” is devoured enormously by Miss Millward and Mr. 
Ferguson, the latter getting away with the last scrap of it 
as the curtain falls. Mr. Mantell makes heroic efforts to fight 
for “ fat” against these hungry odds, but it is no use. The 
play was not made for him. 

1 wish the play were half as interesting as the book. But 
it is not. After all, though, we have not been led to expect 
much in melo-dramas which have not had a “ tremendous 
London success.” Cc. 
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A younG Aberdonian, on taking up a newspaper lately, turned 
to the column of the births and said : ‘‘ I wonder if there is ony- 
body born that I ken.”—7id Bits. 





IT is stated that Dr. William A. Hammond, author of ‘‘ Lal,” 
has four novels written, and intends hereafter to publish two a 
year. He should form himself into some kind of a ‘* side” li- 
brary company, and bring out one a week.—orristown Herald. 





‘*Aw, pull down your vest,’ ’ said a slangy young man to a poor 
beggar who asked his aid. ‘‘Gimme one and I will,” re- 
plied the beggar sadly. P.S. This fable teaches us that we 
should help those who are willing to help themselves, —Merthan 
Traveler, 





“ Now, then, lend me your ears awhile,” said the campaign ora- 
ator as hecleared histhroat. ‘‘I don’t see any necessity for that,” 
said a hook-nose man in the audience; ‘‘ your own 4re big 
enough.”— Boston Post, 





“My boy, are you one of the ‘Fresh Air’ children?’’ asked a 
lady of Courtland, N. Y., of one of the little fellows from New 
York who was enjoying a few days in the country at the expense 
of the 7ribune's blessed fund. ‘* Well,” he replied, ‘‘ not so very 
d—d fresh.”—£Zd, 





“ Now THIS,” said the Western editor, as he read a poem 
beginning, ‘‘Come and drink,” ‘this is the most inviting 





| manuscript I ever received.”—W. Y. Fournal. 





The Leisure Moment Series. 
LATEST ISSUES. 


CALLED BACK. By HuGu Conway, 25 cts. 


THE MISTRESS OF IBICHSTEIN. By Fr. 
HENKEL. 30Cts. 


ERSILIA. By E. FRANCES Poynter. 25 cts. 
WHITELADIES. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 30 Cts. 


LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP. By Mrs. ALEx- 
ANDER. 25 cts. 


FINE 


By W. A. BaILtiz GROHMAN, 30 cts. 
THE WELLFIELDS. By Jessi® FoTuERGILt. 


F¥ONATHAN. By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 30 Cts. 

THE BABY’S GRANDMOTHER. By L. B:. 
WALFORD. 30 Cts. 

MR. SMITH. By L. B. WatForp. 














GRADY & McKEEVER, 


LATE Cavanagh, Sanford & Co., 
RENNER & COMPANY, 


DEALERS IN 


Designers and Manufacturers ot 

GADDINGS WITH A PRIMITIVE PEOPLE. | every DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES. 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., 
 pbiponei FACTORY, 218 W. 42d STREET. 


A SKIN OF BEA. fY IS AJOY FOREVER. 
'. Felix Gouraud’s —_— 
| Oriental Cre: “m or Magical Beautifier 





Merchant Tailors 
and Limporters, 


ARTS. 


16 WEsT 23d STREET, 
Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel NEW YORK. 


NEw YorK. 





= All the latest London Fabrics regularly imported. 
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Eeckelaers Towlet Soaps 


In calling the attention of the public to this 
line of Fine Toilet Soaps, manufactured by L. 
Eeckelaers, of Brussels, we confidently recommend 
them as being 


Unrivalled both in Quality and Perfume. 


By any Soaps, now offered, either of home or 
foreign manufacture. All we ask is one trial, 
which we are satisfied will convince the most 
fastidious. 

The following are especially recommended : 
Bouquet OF VIOLETs, OPOPANAX, 
Woop VIOLETs, JOCKEY CLuB, 
WHITE ROSE, Rose BABY SOAP, 


E. FOUGERA & CO., N.Y. Agents. 


Sold by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers. 
MURRAY'S 


CHARCOAL TABLETS 


For Dyspepsia, Headache, Bad 
Breath, Sour Stomach. 
The Good Old Fashioned Remedy. 25 cts. a box. 


DITMAN’S SEA SALT 


For producing a real sea bath at home. 
for circular. 


Send 


A. J. DITMAN, 


Broadway and Barclay Street, New York. 


———— —- — —— -» $$ 
CAMPOBELLO ISLAND, 
NEW BRUNSWICK, 

Already so well known as one of the most popular summer 
resorts on the Atlantic Coast, lies in Passamaquoddy Bay, 
about seventy miles northeast of Mt. Desert, and is distant 

about two miles from Eastport, Maine. 

The HOTELS ‘‘OWEN” and ‘‘ TYN-Y-COED,” 
are acknowledged to be the most unique and charming in 
the country. They will be opened July 1, 1884, and under 
the management of Mr. T. A. BARKER, who has had 
charge of them for the past two seasons. 

The island is ten miles long and from two to three miles 
wide, and the drives are delightful. The interior abounds 
in lofty and densely wooded hills. The shores are rock- 
bound and gftant cliffs overhang the sea for many miles. 
Comfortable carriages, village carts, wagonettes, and well- 
equipped saddle-horses, steam-launches, rowboats, canoes 
with Indian guides, and some of the famous Quoddy sail- 
boats will always be at the command of guests. 

The fine steamer Frances, 1,200 tons, formerly of the 
Stonington Line, will make three trips per week, to and from 


A METHODIST minister once started a church 
in a young Western town, but for want of a pecu- 
niary support was soon obliged to abandon it. 
His farewell sermon to the lukewarm brethren 
was characterized by more heat than elegance. 
He ended thus : 

‘*At the last day the Lord will say to St. 
Peter, ‘ Where is your flock ? and St. Peter will 
answer, ‘ Here, Lord.’ He will say to Calvin, 


‘And where are your sheep?’ and Calvin will | 


reply, ‘ Here, Lord,’ and so all of the shepherds 
can answer. But when he asks me, ‘ Where are 
your sheep?’ how will you feel when I am com- 
pelled to reply, ‘Lord, I haven’t any; mine 
were all hogs.’ ”’~—Portland Transcript. 


DID N’T WANT A BITE. 

‘*T have n’t had a bite for two days,” pleaded 
a tramp. 

‘*Ts it possible?” answered the woman, with 
sympathy. ‘“I’ll see what I can do for you. 
Here Tige, Tige a 

The tramp-broke a $2 gate getting away.— 
Chicago Inter-Ocean. 


MRS. LOCKWOOD ACCEPST. 
‘* Although feeling unworthy and incompetent 
to fill so high a place, I am constrained to ac- 
cept the nomination so generously and enthusias- 


tically tendered by the only political party who | 


really and truly represent the interests of our 
whole people, North, South, East and West, be- 
cause I believe that with your unanimous and 
cordial support and the fairness and justice of our 
cause I shall not only be able to carry the election 
but to guide the ship of state safely into port.” 








Lundborg’s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 
Oakley’s Extract—Violette. 

Oakley’s Extract—Lily of the Valley. 

Oakley’s neces Cologne. 

Oakley’s Florida Water Bouquet Soap. 
Oakley’s Flower Extract Soap—‘‘ Jacque Roses.” 








“The Best Practical Art Magazine ” 


Is The Art Amateur, which gives, monthly, from 30 to 
44 folio pages of working designs (with full instructions) 
illustrations and information relating to decorative an 
pictorial art. Invaluable to amateur artists. 

Home Decoration & FURNISHING. 
Free.) 





(Expert Advice | 


Instruction in China, Oil and Water-color Painting, | 


Wood-carving, Etching, Dress, &c. Art Needle-work De- 


signs from the Royol School,South Kensington, a specialty | 


he Art Amateur includes among its contributors 


Theodore Child, Clarence Cook, Edward Strahan, Roger | 
Riurdan, Camille Piton, Bean Pitman, Louis McLaughlin, | 


Constance C. Harrison and Mary Gay Humphreys. 
Subscription, $4.00 a year; 35 cents a number. Speci- 
men copy 25 cents, 7/ this advertisement is mentioned. 


MONTAGUE MARKS, Publisher, 23 Union Square, N. Y. 


YOUNG MEN !—READ THIS. 


Tue Vo.taic Bett Co., of Marshall, Mich., offers to 
send their celebrated ELectric-Vottaic Bett and other 
ELectric AppLiaANces on trial for thirty days, to men 
(young or old) afflicted with nervous debility, loss of vitality 
and manhood, and all kindred troubles. Also for rheuma- 
tism, neuralgia, paralysis, and many other diseases. Com- 
plete restoration to health, vigor and manhood guaranteed. 
No risk is incurred as thirty days trial is allowed. Write 
them at once for illustrated pamphlet free. 


VIGOR 








For Men. Quick, sure, safe. Book free, 
Civiale Agency, 160 Fulton St , New York, 





| 


IPER 
HEIDSIECK 


Of World-Wide 
Renown. 


PERFECTLY 
PURE. 
PRONOUNCED 
PERFECTION. 


Contains only 9 +2; per cent. of 


Natural Spirits. 


AW ILLUSTRATED mthly 
MAGAZINE - of RRCRSATION:~ 
Eprisine 80 Paces - Letter-press 
Artistically Printed on fing papte 
and protested by a Handsome Cover, 
GRE THE ONLy MAGAZINE of its Kind in) 
THE WORLD === Vigayant words 
frees th8 Press-“Sreadily Growin to be 
one oF ove Most Attractive Monthligs 
s *** Boston Adveptisep «++ 
Its artistic featvoes are Superb 

_. tt Rocpester Herald «++ 
‘Lig editors and brisht contributors] 
= ++ The @ysresationalist -+- 

‘Tovalugble to apy one levine ov‘tdeop 
life. The illustrations are ip the bishest 
Style of art+-+ Beston Herald «++ 
of Peespapt interest te all lovers of 
Outdoor Speorty+++ Portland Transcripts 
—liy Netably Low Price —— 
Gives every lover of out-deor life an 
opportunity te Make an investagnt 
that wil certainly pay <== 
P2P* ea year; Zoceats a copy} 
Sod ten brown Stamps fer 


SPesIMEeN GCOpy and handsome 
premium list te hagds 


178 Tremont St: Beston - Masse 



































- LIFE - ror 1883 AND 1884. 


VOLS. L., II. anp III. 
Vol. I., Jan. to June, inclusive; Vol. II., July to December, inclusive; Vol. III., Jan. to June, 1884, 
inclusive, durably bound, for sale at the publication office. Price, postage free, $5.00 each. To subscribers 
returning a complete set for the year 1883, both Volumes will be forwarded for $5.00. To subscribers re“ 


Mt. Desert—the entire season. 

Applications for rooms may be made to T. A, BAR- 
KER, office of the Campobello Co., No. 12 Sears Building, 
Boston. 

Applications for land and for general information may be 


made to 


turning a complete set of one Volume that Volume will be forwarded for $2.50. Address, 


Office of LIFE, 1155 Broadway, New York. 


ALEX. S. PORTER, 
General Manager, 
27 State St., Boston. 


















































“ONLY.” 


‘* Only’ a scrap of peel in the street, 
But it threw the gentleman off his feet. 


‘Only ” a turn on a cobble stone, 
But it sprained an ankle and fractured a bone. 


“‘ Only” a brick from the scaffold on high, 
But it cracked the skull of the passer by. 


‘‘ Only ” a slip while descending the stair, 
But on crutches he goes to his table fare. 


‘Only ” five dollars membership fee— 
But it pays to be one of the members, you see. 


An Accident Policy's just the thing, 

Which Fifty Dollars a week will bring, 

On the U. S. Mutual Accident plan, 

To any disabled and suffering man 

Whois wiseintime! Better write to-day 

To the office, Three Hundred and Twenty 
Broadway. 

Membership Fee, $5. Annual Cost about $12 for $5,000 
Accident Insurance, with $25 Weekly Indemnity. $10,000 
Insurance, with $50 Weekly Indemnity, at corresponding 
rates. 


HOW TO BECOME A MEMBER. 

Write for Circular and Application Blank, and when 
received fill out your application, inclose and forward it 
to the Secretary at New York, on receipt of which a policy 
will be promptly mailed to you. 


The United States Mutual 
Accident Association, 


320 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





CHAS. B. PEET (of Rogers, Peet & Co.), Pres’r. 
JAMES R. PITCHER, Secretary. 


“VIENNA” 


ICED COFFEE. DELICIOUS. 


id SERVED ONLY AT 
Common Sense Lunch Room, 


135 BROADWAY (cor. Cedar St.), 
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DO YOU SLEEP? 


NSOMNIA, the great curse of the American people, is the direct result of Nervous 

Exhaustion, consequent upon Overwork, Worry, and Mental Strain. The common 

recourse of the sufferer, is to Opium,.Morphine, Chloral, Valerian, Phosphorus, and other 
drugs whose continued use is fatal. 


VERVE contains none of these substances. It is purely vegetable, acts directly 
upon the exhausted nerve centres, and by its tonic action, produces a healthful, natural sleep, 
with no after effects. Two or three bottles have cured permanently cases of Insomnia, of 
months’ standing. In Neuralgia, Nervous Irritability, Headache, Mental Depression, Hysteria, 
Loss of Energy following overwork or continued excitement, and all diseases of the Nervous 
system it is of inestimable value. Merchants and Business men, Clergymen, Lawyers, 
Authors, and all persons subject to long-continued mental labor, will find natural sleep 
easily at hand with this remedy in their possession. 

Order only from reliable druggists, or direct, enclosing $1, from the 


VERVE DEPOT, 











65 West 33rd Street, New York. 
SOLE AGENTS FOR U. S. AND CANADA. 

AMUSEMENTS. ( ; Send one, two, 

three or five dol- 

lars for a retail 





DEN MUSEE. 
SPLENDID BUILDING. 


Wonderful Tableaux—Historic Groups—Men of all 
Times — Art and Science — Chamber of Horrors— Trip | Address, 
Round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Dioramas. 

Musee open from 11 A.M. to 11 P. M. Sundays from 1 
torr P.M, 

Concerts in the Winter Garden from 2 to 5.and 8 to 11. 


Admission to all, 50 cents. Children, 25 cents. -, oe recon 
——____— | EAVUDISTORI SE as teee 
13 & 15 VANDEWATI 


——COMMON SENSE BINDER—— 
FOR BINDING 
“LIFE: 

Cheap, Strong and Durable, 


Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any part of 
the United States for $1. 


Address, office of “* LIFE,” 1155 Broapway, N. Y. 


WEST 23D ST. | box, by express, of the best Candies in the world, put 
Fe eathe up in Lentneune boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison St., CHICAGo. 





IGRAVING CO., 
; r., NEW YOR 
Make Uy PEM tal -P lates Tor jllustratine 


| | ron Or witts 
1 Crayon, Woed—arstee 
Lithographs upd Photog iphs 
Wo: ebaues ] ! 

















ARVIN 





No one can furnish 
“Old Crow” Rye 
Sour-Mash Whiskey 


unless purchased from us. 
We have taken every barrel 
made since Fanuary, 1872. 
We have also HERMIT- 
AGE three to seven years 
old, all sold absolutely pure, 
uncolored, unsweetened. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 
69 Fulton St. & Broadway and 27th St. 


WAC. PARIS CORSET 


NEST ANO BEST FITTING 
THE WORLD. ASK FOR IT. 








(uticura 


A 
POSITIVE CURE 


for every form of 
SKIN & BLOOD 
DISEASE. 


FROM 


PIMPLES to SCROFUL4 


TCHING, Scaly, Pimply, Scrofulous, Inherited, Con- 
I tagious, and op r Colored Diseases of the Blood, 
skin and Scalp, with Loss of Hair, are positively cured by 
the Cuticura REMEDIES. 

Cuticura ResoLvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses 
the blood aud perspiration of impurities and poisonous 
elements, and removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching 
and Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers 
and Sores, and restores the Hair. 

Curicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet 
Requisite, prepared from CuTicura, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, 
Chapped and Oily Skin 

Curicura ReMeEptEs are absolutely pure and the only 
infallible Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents ; 
cents; Resolvent, $1. Prepared by Potrer 
CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass. 

Gee Send for ** How to Cure Skin Diseases.’ 


Soap, 25 
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THE BEST SAFE 


MARVIN SAFE CO. 
265 Broanway N.Y. 
623 CHestnur Sr. Puita 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE 
FOR ROAD USE 


SEND 3CT. TAMF 


THE POPE on CO. 


597 WASHN ST.,BOSTON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 WARREN ST., NEW YORK. 


‘Fragrant Vanity Fair 


AND 


\f72 CLOTH OF GOLD 
Aas CIGARETTES. 


Our Cigarettes cannot be surpassed. 
If you do not use them, a trial will 
convince you that they have no equal. 
Two hundred millions sold in 1883. 

13 FIRST PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & co. 


MANUFACTURERS 


ARTISTS WINGS ES 
DF ALL KINDS. 
oo BRUSHES AND VARNISHES 
MIXED PAINTS “iN GIL JAPAN 


JAPAN. 





BEWARE OF 


IMITATIONS. 





THE ONLY 


GENUINE VICHY 


FROM THE SPRINGS OWNED BY THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT. 


HAUTERIVE 


AVD 
CELESTINS &e., &c 
GRANDE GRILLE—Diseases of the Liver. 


HOPITAL—Diseases of the Stomach, Dyspepsia. 


Prescribed for the Gout, Rheumatism, Diabetes, Gravel, Diseases of the Kidneys 





To be had of all respectable Wine Merchants, Grocers and Druggists. 





PRESS OF GILLISS BROTHERS 75-79 FULTON STREET N. Y. 





CELEBRATED 


SOHMER 


PIANOS 


ARE PREFERRED BY LEADING 
ARTISTS. 


2 
HIGHEST AWARD CENTENNIAL, 1876. 
HIGHEST AWARD MONTREAL, 1881-1882. 


149 to 155 East 14th St., N. Y. 





THE HARTSHORN SHADE ROLLER 
is as near perfection as anything in that line can be. 
They never get out of order, and will bear rough 
handling. Their mechanism is simple and com- 
plete, and they are destined to supersede every- 
thing of the kind in the market.—Chicago Inter 


Ocean, 





Peck & Snyder’s 
CELEBRATED TENNIS 
BALLS AND BATs. 


Our new Franklin Bat oneet 
be surpassed, Price $5.5 
are sole makers of che Official 
Regulation Ball adopted by the U. S. N. L. T. Asso- 
ciation, April sth, 1884, and by the Intercollegiate Associ- 
ation, May 6th, 1884. Just published, the Playing Rules 
of Lawn Tennis, 48 Pages, with Complete Catalogue of 
Tennis outfits, Post paid, 10 cents. Stamps. 


Peck & Snyder, 126, 128, 130 Nassau St., 
New York. 





BILLIARDS. 





The Collender Billiard and Pool Tables 


have received the first premiums, the latest Triumphs 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all na- 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables, and Com- 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris Exhibi- 
tion of 1878. At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and re- 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all de- 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY 
768 neerg New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston. 
15 South Fifth St., St. Louis. 113 S. oth St., Philadelphia. 
84 and 86 State St. * Chicago. 367W. altimore St. Baltimore 





